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incarnated from every white wave, they must have
heard from some sailor or old traveller the mariner's
tale of how Pelorus Jack was cc discovered " in the
1870*3 by the master of The Southern Cross., and of how
he barely escaped being harpooned because they
thought he was a white whale-calf. It was not until
later that he was classified as Risso's dolphin, and
eventually protected by a special Order in Council
of the New Zealand Government.

The day came when they actually did see him.
They were taking a cruise with their family and the
Seddons. The ship swung out from Lambton
Harbour, north-west across Cook Strait toward
" The Brothers " and the lighthouse. Here was
where Captain Cook's Endeavour was so nearly lost
in the 1770*8. No ten-second flash winking then
from Ngawhatu-kai-ponu, the Stinging Rocks
which had long ago been made tapu by the Maoris,,
who veiled the eyes of strangers with three karaka
leaves strung together 'c in deference to the mist-
wreathed spirit of the rocks."

They sailed past the quiet Queen Charlotte Sound
to the labyrinth of capes and headlands. They
skirted the archipelago of rocky islands scattered
along the rough outer coast ; through the funnel-
like Straits down which the wind pours everlastingly
to Wellington. As they reached Alligator Head, the
Captain strolled by with : " You can expect
Pelorus Jack in ten minutes."

The grown-ups laughed, but before five minutes
had gone they were standing behind the children,
leaning tense and credulous over the prow.

c< Here he comes ! " somebody called.
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